
REDEEMER 

UNIVERSITY COLLEGE 



Charlotte Mason’s House of Education, 
Scale How, Ambleside, UK, 2009 


Armiit 

u 

Collection 

The Charlotte Mason Digital Collection is a not-for-profit 
database created in 2009-2011 to assist scholars, researchers, 
educators and students to discover, use, and build upon the 
Charlotte Mason Collection of archives, journals and books 
housed in the Armitt Library & Museum (UK). To learn more 
about this database or to search the digital collection, go to The 
Charlotte Mason Digital Collection. 

Your use of images from the Charlotte Mason Digital 
Collection is subject to a License . To publish images for 
commercial purposes, a license fee must be submitted and 
permission received prior to publication. To publish or present 
images for non-profit purposes, the owner. Redeemer University 
College, must be notified at cmdc@ redeemer. ca and submission 
of a copy of the context in which it was used also must be 
submitted to the owner at cmdc@ redeemer. ca. Credit lines, as 
specified in the License , must accompany both the commercial 
and non-profit use of each image. 

Unless you have obtained prior permission, you may not 
download an entire issue of a journal nor may you make multiple 
copies of any of the digital images. Higher resolution images are 
available. [Low resolution (150 dpi), single copy printing is 
permitted: High resolution images for publication can be 
purchased. Please contact Redeemer University College in 
writing as specified in the License to request high resolution 
images. 

While the document originals are housed in the Armitt Library & 
Museum, Redeemer University College owns the rights to the 
Digital Images (in jpg/pdf format) of the original archival 
documents and artifacts. The original Digital Images and 
database metadata are owned and maintained by Redeemer 
University College. Multiple images are bound together in PDF 
Packages. Click here to download the latest version of Adobe 
Reader for better viewing. In the PDF, click an image thumbnail 
to view it. 

This project was made possible through collaboration among the 
Armitt Library & Museum (Ambleside, UK), Redeemer 
University College (Ancaster, Canada) and the University of 
Cumbria (UK) and with the financial assistance of the Social 
Sciences and Humanities Research Council of Canada. 


Need help? If you do not see a side-bar with image thumbnails: 

Some of the PDF packages are large and will take some time to download. A very large PDF package may open more successfully 
if you download it first to your desktop. (From inside the database record, right-click on the link to the PDF package and save the 
link to your desktop.) Once it’s on your desktop, you can open it up with a recent version of Adobe Reader . 

If you have a Macintosh with Safari, the default program to open PDFs is Preview, which does not open the PDF packets. Mac 
users need to download Adobe Reader . If this cover page appears without a list of PDF files (either at the side or bottom of the 
screen), look for a paper clip or a menu option to view attachments. If you click that, you should see a list of the pages in the PDF 
package. 

Viewing files with Linux: This works with the default PDF viewer that comes pre-installed with Ubuntu. While viewing this 
cover page in the PDF viewer, click "View" on the top toolbar, and check the box that says "Side Panel". That will bring up the 
side panel. The side panel will show only this cover page. Click the ‘arrow’ at the top of the side panel, and it will give you the 
option to view "attachments." If you click that, you should see a list of PDF files, which are the pages in the PDF package. 


Social Sciences and Humanities Conseil de recherches en 
Research Council of Canada sciences humaines du Canada 




!U2 


POEMS OF MOTHER AND CHILD. 


VII. 

“UJIlioao stiaff offomS one of fljcae fittfe ones uH>tcl> 
Pefiet>e ttt nte, if were better for btin ” 

“ Our thoughts are for him : his dear weal, the end 
Our cares pursue; wherein shall love offend ?” 

“ Offenceless, love, that duty doth intend.” 

Recall, when soul of Law convinced did rise 
For baby-trespass to thy startled sight ; 

How, shamed, the wee transgressor sunk his eyes 
Knowing beyond thy knowledge of the right, 

And meek ’neath thy chastisement. Keep him now 
Under the Law as then ; that, as he grows, 

“ Due followeth deed in course,” the rule he knows 
His times t’ interpret. And, Law-compell’d be thou, 

Nor drop some heedless trespass in his way, 

That, stumbling over, his weak knees shall fail. 

Offence shall come ! but do not thou betray 
His soul to sin. Yet, oh, without the pale 
Of love’s sweet use, no banishment accord 
For any sake — lest thou malign thy Lord ! 


VIII. 


^vmtbmotbctr’tt "glebe. 


As they are wariest guides who most have met 
Mischance themselves, thy mother's slips may yet 

And I a but perilous! 

Tho- reldTess T hazardous, 

Hut th P'lgrims chance on bitter rue ' 

A man frorth'Tfrr’ 

Of diffidence* safety’s * ^i^ wholesome pain 

Danger avoMs here. 

So hold .ry sour'nrru**'’*’ 

Who hath so graced r. .’ 

Wm not His wisdom's w\teVng““tra’:"'’' 


A GERMAN CHRISTMAS EVE. 

' By Michael Fairless. 


It was intensely cold ; Father Rhine was frozen over, so he 
may speak for it ; and for days we had lived to the merry 
jangle and clang of innumerable sleigh bells, in a white and 
frost-bound world. As I passed through the streets, crowded 
with stolidly admiring peasants from the villages round, I 
caught the dear remembered “ Gruss Gott” and “ All’ Heil” 
of the countryside, which town life quickly stamps out along 
with many other gentle observances. 

“ Gelobt sei Jesu Christ!” cried little Sister Hilarius, 
coming on me suddenly at a corner, her round face aglow 
with the sharp air, her arms filled with queer-shaped bundles. 
She begs for her sick poor as she goes along— meat here, 
some bread there, a bottle of good red wine : I fancy few refuse 
her. She nursed me once, the good little sister, with 
unceasing care and devotion, and all the dignity of a scant 
five feet. “ Ach, Du lieber Gott, such gifts ! ” she added, 
with a radiant smile, and vanished up a dirty stairway. 

In the Quergasse a jay fell dead at my feet-one of the 
many birds which perished thus : he had flown townwards 
too late. Up at the Jagdschloss the wild creatures, crying a 
common truce of hunger, trooped each day to t e c ^ 

the Jaeger’s cottage for the food spread for 
tusked boar of the Taunus with his brother of 
the timid roe deer with her scarcely raver rna , ’^^qq^s 

rabbits, feathered game, and LTo theh 

gathered fearlessly together and fed at the ha 

common enemy— a millennial ^gre Christmas 

The market-place was crowded, fo, ^heir 

trees everywhere, crying alou m us shawls, with 

rightful fruit. The ^rps, warded thm Umb 

large handkerchiefs tied braziers while they guarded 

and withered hands over whose pent roofs 

the gaily decked treasure-laden booths from 

Father Winter had hung a fringe g Christmas- 

Many of the stalls were entirely g gji^gr 
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piles of candles — red, yellow, blue, green, violet, and white 
a rainbow of the Christian virtues and the Church s Year ; 
boxes of frost and snow, festoons of coloured beads, fishes 
with g'leaming" scales, g'lass-wing'ed birds, Santa Klaus in 
frost-bedecked mantle and scarlet cap, angels with trumpets 
set to their waxen lips ; and everywhere and above all the 
image of the Holy Child. Sometimes it was the tiny waxen 
Bambino, in its pathetic helplessness ; sometimes the Babe 
Miraculous, standing with outstretched arms awaiting the 
world's embrace — Mary's Son, held up in loving hands to 
bless ; or the Heavenly Child-King with crown and lily 
' sceptre, borne high by Joseph, that gentle, faithful servitor. 
It was the festival of Bethlehem, feast of never-ending 
keeping, which has its crowning splendour on Christmas Day. 

A Sister passed with a fat, rosy little girl in either hand ; 
they were chattering merrily of the gift they were to buy for 
the dear Christkind, the gift which Sister said He would send 
some ragged child to receive for Him. They came back to 
the poor booth close to where I was standing. It was piled 
with warm garments ; and after much consultation a little 


white vest was chosen — the elder child rejected pink, she knew 
the Christkind would like white best — then they trotted off 
down a narrow turning to the church, and I followed. 


The Creche stood without the chancel, between the High 
Altar and that of Our Lady of Sorrows. It was very simple. 
A blue paper background spangled with stars ; a roughly 
thatched roof supported on four rude posts ; at the back ox 
and ass lying among the straw with which the ground was 
strewn. The figures were life-size, of carved and painted 
wood; Joseph, tall and dignified, stood as guardian leaning 
on his staff; Mary knelt with hands slightly uplifted in 

"“T ■ ““ ™ "f 

DosILn """ World’s Child, and the 

nenenrj^h'-'l 'a . ^ hard-featured peasants 

blue eves and ^ ^ S^oup of children with round, 

aL Jre noi , ’ gathered in front, 

"otteTun o “n ' “hispering. My little friends 
WrisT;i:[t"‘ ‘he little 

'lapping her fat gloved 
uanas, sieh mal an das Wickelkind ! ” 
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“Dass ist unser Jesu,” said the elder, and the little one 
echoed “ Unser Jesu, unser Jesu ! ” 

Then the vest was brought out and shown — why not, it was 
the Christchild’s own r — and the pair trotted away again 
followed by the bright, patient Sister. Presently everyone 
clattered out, and I was left alone at the crib of Bethlehem, 
the gate of the Kingdom of Heaven. 

It was my family, my only family ; but like the ever- 
widening circles on the surface of a lake into which a stone 
has been flung, here, from this great centre, spread the 
wonderful ever-widening relationship — the real brotherhood 
of the world. It is at the Crib that everything has its 
beginning, not at the Cross ; and it is only as little children 
that we can enter into the Kingdom of Heaven. 

When 1 went out again into the streets it w'as nearly dark. 
Anxious mothers hurried past on late, mysterious errands; 
papas who were not wanted until the last moment chatted 
gaily to each other at street corners, and exchanged recollec- 
tions ; maidservants hastened from shop to shop with large 
baskets already heavily laden ; and the children were every- 
where, important with secrets, comfortably secure in the 
knowledge of a tree behind the parlour doors, and a kindly 
generous Saint who knew all their wants, and nee e 

"^One little lad, with a pinched white face 
an empty certainty to look forward to, "'"S ® 

in the sharp, still air, :\ndorpd^^ 

Kindelein,” as he gazed wistfully llncolate under 

high with crisp "lar^pa^^^^ 

every guise, and back aL a moment later 

coming out, saw him, turn currant eyes and 

thrust a gingerbread San . half-fearful 

Xh:nl”‘"?H“ab!’eUt Kerlclien zu Haus.” he said 

looked at the cake, sighed deep y Christmas and he 

resistance, and refrained. t was smile rippled 

would keep it. He gazed out in another carol, 

across the wan little face an Himmel 

o Es kam ein Engel hell und klar vom 
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Hirten Schaar,” and hugging his Santa Klaus carefully, 
wandered away down the now brilliant streets : he did not 
know he was hungry any more ; the angel had come with 
good tidings. 

As I passed along the streets I could see through the 
uncurtained windows that in some houses Christmas had 
begun already for the little ones. Then the bells rang out, 
deep-mouthed, carrying the call of the eager Church to her 
children, far up the valley and across the frozen river. 
And they answered ; the great church was packed from end 
to end, and from my place by the door I saw that two tiny 
Christmas trees bright with coloured candles burnt either 
side of the Holy Child. 

A blue-black sky ablaze with stars for His glory, a fresh 
white robe for stained and tired earth; so we went to 
Bethlehem in the rare stillness of the early morning. The 
Church, having no stars, had lighted candles ; and we poor 
sinful men having no white robes of our own had craved 
them of the Great King at her hands. 

And so in the stillness, with tapers within and stars 

^ white-clad earth, and souls forgiven, 
the Christ Child came to those who looked for His appearing 


treat. The answer\as_<- 1 shall send v ^ 

<^hristmas.” Tlie promise was rati »• something else for the children at 

writer would be with us when Christ ’ “ttle hope that the 

into touch with so delicate and searching a spirit^ brought 

custom) to reprint, by permission » A Cer ^ ru (contrary to our 

of December, .900 _L.] ~ Christmas Eve,” from The Pilot 


THE TEACHING OF HISTORY, 

By D. M. H. Nesbitt. 

It may be assumed that most people agree in the advisability 
of admitting history to a place in the school curriculum, 
but perhaps some of us could only express rather vaguely 
our justification of this opinion. History was indeed ex- 
cluded from the curriculum of many of the mediaeval schools, 
as for instance the earlier schools of the Jesuits. In fact, 
it was a saying, “ History is the destruction of him who 
studies it.” It was felt to be dangerous knowledge, for in 
all times and countries the light of history is dreaded by 
those who wish to confine human thought or to train people 
in obedience to some merely personal authority instead 
of to a principle of right. Its study is condemned by 
some modern writers, not as pernicious, but as useless. 
Herbert Spencer is among those who would have it omitted 
for the reason that the facts in school histories are “ un- 
organisable.” Many educationalists, however, acknowledge 
its value and its study is encouraged by most of those 
who, like Locke and Montaigne, have given new ideas to 
educators. Rousseau is one of the exceptions, but he was 
at enmity with all that existed in his own day, and his 
tacit motto seems to have been, “ Whatever is, is wTong. 

In view of these conflicting opinions, it may be worth 
while to consider some of the answers that are commonly 
given when we are asked by our own pupils or any one 
else, “Why do we learn history at all?” If we are too 
utilitarian in our ideas, perhaps some of our reasons may 
sound a little shallow or superficial as we utter them. 
“ It would not do to be thought ignorant." “ You ought 
to be able to converse upon topics familiar to everyone 
else." “People might think you had not I’®®" 

as a gentleman (or as a lady, as the rhnols and 

answers are redolent of last century 

would seem to relegate history to a p ace a ^ 

of “ accomplishments," with which it ““ ‘f /“i” 

everybody to be well veneered, however thin the g 

might be. 


